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(Copyright synopsis)

Jagzl A ballroom crowded $o capacity with feverish, ‘
straining couples, young, old, joyous, jaded.....wary feet, gliding,
tripping, stumbling, aching.

' In s sowstry slud mesr Toledo, and elsewhere in the very
United States, they call this "Pleasure." '

"The Pire That Never DTires." He is daneing with his wife, whom he
loves, dut his pace is a little too fast for her. Wilted and pro-
tosting, ohe begs him to Stop but he is enjoyisg hinself and glides
gayly om. ‘ |

Their dsughter Ethel l1ikes men at their "prime.” She is
dsneing in the ayms of elderly Jake leighton the banker, who, Shough
he has lost his yoush, takes 1t where he finds it. It is apparent
Jake is her slave-——=slave to her beauty and youth. Disgustingly
spperent $o young Gilbert Norse, glowering savagely at them from
behind & pillar. He loves Ethel but does not share her enthusiassm
for the ndddls ages. He tries to out in on their dance, and,
unsuceessfil, returas $o his observation-post to murse his grievanse.

Two butlers watch the antics of the dancers. "Do they
eall this a dance or s free-for-all? asks one. A woman, winded




'wshhh-sphdmmmmmm.
"How, what s wallopl™ admires the other butler. "I Shink I'1l bring
me wife to the next dance.”

Frank Parry finds an uncceupied divan. His wife, a gentle,
mstronly soul, sinks upon it with a sigh of relief. Farry sits bdeside
hor for s moments A young girl leans over and pats his cheek familiar-
1y. Rarry is handsoms and distinguished, s fsvorite with the lsdies.
After a startled moment, Mrs. Parry conguers a mild resemtment and
w'and surveying the field. The music hes gome to his feek. e eute |
nnummmmnzmm "Dance off to the
edge,” she suggests, "sud I'1l teach you a nmew step." They do o
and after a stumble or two Parry masters 1i%. MNre. Parry, watching
them, wipes away a wistiful Sear.

 when the msie wbops, Parry returns to his wife. No mas
‘eatoh the midnight train for New York where he has an importent
business engagement. Mrs. Parry finds Ethel at the punch-bowl with
Jake. "Why are you so mean to Gilbers," she whispers represchfully,
"and so nice to that old he-vamp?™ “Oh, these young eubs have ne
conversatien,” replies Ethel lightly. "0l4 Jake Leighton talks %o
me as Af I were Ms mother.” Juke can met remove his meoning old
wen frem the girl. |

Gilbert Morse pursues Purry and the two women to the doors
"Tou're geing $o stay and dance with me," he commands Ethel, "and if
old Jake Ledghton sute in I'1l st his throst.” Parry is amsed.
wxdunsmwu-—-m.um&
dsughter. Oilbert and Ethel retwrn to the ballroom. This Sime
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Jalm tries to out An~--at some peril $o his prominent nome.

On the way to the station in their limousine, Mrs. Parry
newtloes in her husband’s arme. later, in his Pullman berth, Parry
examines s book of sample fabrics, switehes off the light and falls
asleep. |

At the Faryy home, Mrs, Parry finds Ethel resiing a pepular
magasine in bed. Hthel indieates the plotare of s dark-eyed womanm.
"That's the new manager of the office Daddy is going to deal with in
New York,” she remarks. "A woman, and horribly handsomed”

Under the pioture is the following:

Women who oarn $50,000 s year or more.

“naﬁu. moﬂth“!ﬂ

mumwm ‘mmmn‘.m.
your,” she says. "I wish I could sarm somethingl” irs. Purry
replies sadly, "Mrs. Boutelle Ssved her husbamd, but when your
father failed in business once I did meShing %o help hm.” BEthel
is indignent. "vhy," she seyw, "Daddy has offen told me how you dls-
missed the servaats, skimped and scraped, msde my elothes, did
everythingl™ "Oh, I 4id the negative things,” admits her mother,
"aut I 444n'$ go out imbe the wordd snd fight for him or with Mm.”
"But that weuldn't have been respectadle in your day,” protests

Ethel, Tears of pain £111 Mrss Paryy's eyes. "It fmn't much %o
-3= :




acoomplish in life, just Leing respectabls.”

fo Mrs. Soutelle, as to many others, the h
business 1ife is getting to the desk on time.

In the Boutells bedroom, Mrs. Boutelle, dressed fou
snstohes o hasty breakfast. Harry, her husband, has his lwmrio.
An beds He bdelleves Shat even if women must work, men must sleep.
"If I didn't have $o Sake $hat infermal trsin to Chisage, darling,”
he sonfides, "I never would get wpl” On the dressing-table is a Sicket

= reservation for the opers. "Singe you san’t go with me tonight,” says

his wife, "I'1l have to sk some woman friend.” “See that it's a
womenl” waras Harry humsrously. She emiles eryptisally. Herry rises
obediently to help her into her wrap, and embrases her. "You poor,
brave, wonderful ereaturel” he commiserates. "I suppose every mam
you meet tries to fiirt with you." "Don't judge all men by yourself,
my beautiful butterfly,” she retorts brightly, and throws hin s kiss
from the Koor.

Now York is panoramn...sManhattans..irooklyn Bridge...
the jutting outline of skyserapers......Vall Street.

Ia bor private office, Nts. Boutelle im at her desk dictat-
ing the moxning mail. She is a heroisne even $0 her secretery.

Commodore Fairfield, president of the sempany, is thinlking
more of his yusht eruise than of his buminess. The Drident Yacht
Glud lsaves today on its amsmal cruise of a week, and he is In ocommad
of the flset. He is giving last-minute instrustions to his seeretary--
snd & sheerful boss makes a sad seoretary. Paryy is snnounced. The
Gommodore greets him jovially and offers hin s drimk from o well-
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stodked sellsrette in his desk. Parry refues suilingly, sxplaining,
"I meed & slear hesd when I place an order with your fiwm, The
Gommodore sends for Mrs. Soutelle, "Can't you give ms & man $o deal
withi" asks Prrry hastily, "I hate these hard~boiled, square-javed
pusiness wemllis” As he speaks, Mrs. Boutells embers. Parry's eyes
widen with surprise and adniration. The Commodere imtroduces them,
sdding, "She Xuows mere sbout the business tham I do.” M re. Boubells
hwmﬂ-uw:q--lumw Parry
mnnnuunmmmmmm
hin in and loses the door after them. Seabing hewself at her desk,
she offers him o eigar and lights it for hims Paryy does not remove
his eyes from hers. She returns his gase for o long, quissieal
moment snd smiles slightly. Glanging down, he sSees o drawer stoeked vith

liguor.
mmmnmmummpu

mmmam....mmm“*'
mmnmmmm.omm Parry draws his
chair close; quite clome.
mmmuwc—tm
uu-mwmummmhmu
ested in s magasine. A suiriking 1ittle old lady tries So interest
nnmm.m‘m-umum A protly
m&-mwdm-mm-mn Annoyed,
-——'-i-a—am*:mmm
The trip loses its boredomeccess
m.mm“m.mmm
w-“ﬂﬁnv‘u’mm she says in otn~
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: clusion. ”mmmﬂﬂv‘ mm.mnﬁ
Swanses Gotton Mills-—"The largest in the worlde" She holds up for
examination a large spool of cotton fibre——but Parry iz gasing down
uwmnmmmnnummmumn“
busy workers may be scen. nmvnu.-muumm
arm sbout his stenogrspher. She pushes him awny smartly.

"It's like o monstrous bee-hive, imn't 147" asks Mre.
Boutelle. "All filled with todll” "And honey," smiles Parxy. A%
s window nearby a doctor is kissing his mwrse. AS another, » man is
kissing his secretary. Disoovered, they draw down the shade shawply.
Parry experimentally slips his mrm sbout Mrw, Soutelle mad kimses
her cheek. She breaks from him, brushing the kise away with her hand
m—:m.'mmmmﬁ-m Parry retarts:
. "Zhat's becsuse you Hew York women are so entising.” e pursuss
hor and affer a struggle gets possession of her hands. "You ave
strong, aven's you?" murmmrs Mis. Boutelle. Quiekly turning her faoe
sway, sheosvoids the kiss which falls on her halr. She escapes to
the door lesding to her seeretary’s office. Paryy raises his hands
in surrender.
| Mrs. Boutells retwrns to her dewk. "Forgive mel” pleads
 Parwy. "You have only deone yowr duty,” she replies, adding, as he
shows his swrprise, "Dossn't the sverage man feel it Mis duty %o
challenge every waman he meets to s wrestling mateh?" Semewhat
shamefaced, Parry looks sbout for his hat. Mre. Boutells thinks
quiekly. mum.usq—pﬁ-r. It is good condunet,
indisates they might go Sogether. "Ou one condition,” saye Furxy,

-



hope revived, "$het you dine with me." S8he agrees and gives him hoy
muawuu-mmutmm
mnmuuma—n’ "¥es," she replies, "but
I don't dange well." 'lm-'bx.'lml-w. They go out en
wmmmusnmhm“num-n’-
and sash other, "Idar}” smiles Mrs. Soutelle. “"Iisressl” returns
Paryy. u““bwﬂlﬁhmmm
- "Who wouldn't damce wonderfully with youl” she repliss. She indicates
& nearby table, whose occupests are swrreptitionsly enjoying liquoer.
““ﬁ--owh-w-mumt AS Boon
as the msic starts they will exchange wives and husbands. A Boon
as the music shops, they'll return to respectability. Curdous, eh?"
They return to the dance-floor, As they dance, the scene
about them dissolves. Théy are daneing alome in a sbarry sky with
no thought save of esch other. They return o earth ans the music
stops. Back again at their table, they remember the opers tickets.
Glanging at Mre. Doutells for permission, Parry tears them mp. A
Mmm.mm-.mmamm
then. The dancers txy o muateh i%. Puryy captures it for Mrs.
Boutelle. '

Iove makes monkays of us all.
n.u-pmua-c*;m. Nre. Boutelle yawme
prottily; e heod droope to Paryy's shoulM er, but she eatohes hersels
in time.




w.um.mmmumm Her
mmutnmmnmm.um
dreused for shopping and has o shepping lisb:

%‘; &d_
Ethel ¥eads it and eries in disgust, "Twrkeyl Granberriesl Papa's
pants to the tailerl 0f all infloer sports housekeeping is the
m&—-mmmugatmu-num I warn
youd” xtummxummuhmsmm

wife like her mother.

Again in business conference with Mrs. Boutelle in her
om.mvm-htnmmnmmuannaum
She coldly rebuffs his attempts to make love. "perhaps,” she suggests,
n--mmmnau-m‘uu—-um—-u
staffy" Parry spologizes and tries, without mush suscess, to mateh
hor business-like exterior. Her sesretsry emters with a telegram:

PERTNEE MR

urs, Boutelle immedistely writes s cheek snd instrusts hex secretery
%o dsposit i in her husband's bexk. Parry listens with silent com-
prehension. 'lﬂ“'h“““.’d.. "o yoh=~
@ you love himi" She veplies Shat she does. wize you trus fo hdmr®
asks Parry. 'n-—-mumw.mw

-8~
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1y, "Steel bends.” She coxtimues: “In aneient Toledo--not Ohlo

mm--mw.-mmmmum-. I had & great~
grandfather who hed & Toledo bdlade in a sword-cans. nmumna
more than onoe."-——-

uomumutumunmnmn»
A.mwu»mmupn—am.mm-—u
mmmamuw»-uu.tumummg
cirele. Replssing it, he emerges jsuntily on the street. A thug,
mar—.xmunamnmb-—mu.mhu
@rswn his sword and run hin through. He thrusts the blade baek imto
ﬁmdwmmmm

"I'm Toledo-$rus, " eoneludes Mre. Boutells. "Everybedy
bends. uwmumum- She flashes him s smile
and he bends swiftly sad kisses her hand.

short-hand notes. m,wu“-mumu
um.mhmmmmwm

mmwuummnmm
mﬂmwmumm-m
store. mumammm "Buying Some~
thing for hexi" "gell « or = what have you godtT" stauners Parry.
ummu--u-uw "Shat's s 1little old, ifmm't 1%7"
-



fusses Parry, "rather sedate’” The elerk steals a kmowing glance
at him and prodnces an exquisite bracelet of diamond strands. Parry's
glanse falls on the prise-fag. "In this the price,” he demands, "or
the populstion of New York?" Sut he buys the braseles.

Commodore Fairfield retwrns from his eruise. "Parry still
here?" he asks Mrs. Boutelle. She nods Yes. Something in her
embarrassed manner strikes him as umusual. He smiles understandingly.
"Is that because you haven't landed him---or because you have?™ e
pats her chesk with s futherly hand. "As bad a8 that, eh?" He leaves,
‘ensountering Parry and uwrging him into ire. Boutelle's office. ¥ arxy
sits olosé bemide her and when she is resshing for her peneil cuptures
her pand. With the mmoking of two sigars, the comtrasts are ready
$o be typed and Mrs. Sowtelle delivers them to her secretary. 3She
remexks She is sorry to keep her so late. It is already past closing
tines The seeretary switches on the light-—-the office heS grown
ma-—-u-—tm“. She returns shortly with the com~
tracts and Parry signs them.

mmmmmuuwum
flask snd leaves his office for the night.

The comtrasts negotiated, Parry beckons Mrs. Boutelle %o
the window weat in her offise. He is sbout to Xiss her left hand when
he motices her welding ring, snd kisses the right fmstesd. He pre-

mum "It will make somebody very happy,” Says Nre.
Soutelle admiringly. She refuses to take i%. Disappointed, Parry
returns it to his pocket. Prom an opposite office window an smsed
m‘u—mmnma-nmup
sionate embrace and kiss her.
_ | .




Jesing sll restralmt, Parry kisses her sgain and agsinm.
Weak with emotion, Mrs. Boutelle whispers in preyer: “Help me--
help met I wamt %o be good, but I ean't save both of ual IHelp mel”
They sink to the window sest and are drawn into amother iaveluntray
embrace. '

In the outer office, the faithful secretary slesps, her
head on the typewriter keys.

Harry Sowtells, meaxwhile, returns from his Chicago trdp
and is sbou$ o yush into his wife's private office when her secrebary
eeeawake now---gtops him. “in impertant conferense,” she explains,
"a big sombrast.” Vexy impatient, Harry takes o chalr in the outer
office.

Jrs. Doutelle and Parry sre still beside the window. She

peers down to the pavement, far bemeath. "My soul is as guilty =
Mmutnwmwum. "Bt you &0

love me, don't yout--~truly?™ protests Paxxy. "Nol” she declares.
wIusane a8 I heve been, I love only my husbend.” "Diverce him snd
marey mel” insists Parxy. Mrs. Soutells has a quisk vision of her
Mmmmww "Divorce Harryi"
she exglaisws "No, noe N meods me. I Jmow i8." "Wouldn's 1%
ummu-um.umwam
"But does whe waxt her freeliom?” srgues lMrs. Doutelle. "She has mome
rights, homu's she? And, in your hears, you love her. You kmew you
40 .=—==Thst fools we've deenl We have no rights now--oculy respen-
mwumu-um.m-ui--‘--bh
1ife--or yours--or ny husbend'si” They are interrupted by the ety
dmmm“mmmwom Harry
11~




shakes hands with Parry., The latter shakes hands formally with Mre.
Boutelle and bids her goodhye. There is pain in the parting for them
it.

"Well, honey," Says Marry kissing his wife, "I'm ruined
sgain unless you can stir up some cashe” ™I've just made a big
comission,” she replies. "You're welsems o i%, of oourwe. Bub
it's not half emoughs” "You raised money vefore,” reminds Herwy.
"Yon san't let me sink this Simel” --mmmi:;l
wearily on the desk. Harry kisses her hair but she brushes his arm
from her shoulders, as $ho she gan not bear hin %0 toush her.

Yhen Parry reasches home his wife is out shopping. Hor is
Ethel at home. " Miss Ethel don't get home $111 all hours from the
office,” the maid informs me, snd then says hastily, "oh, lerd, I
watn't supposed $o tell thatl” In Ethel's room, Parry finds o type-
writer and a shorthand pad. On the dresser is his own photograph
with the serawl, "To Ethel from her old Dadl.” In the mirrer above

I is the magasine photograph of Mrs, Soutells, with "My new ideal”
written aqross it in Ethel's hand. rinned about the uirror are
various business engasement slips with real-estate "prospects.”
mmumm.uhnm-—.m
I'n & realbori™ “But an office is no place for a young woman 1ike
you,” seys her father, displessed. "I Mmow i8," retorts Etiel, "end
- you know 1%. But we musta’s tell mmmma.~~I'1l not be a parssite
on the man I marwy. Some day I may save him as Mrs. Boutelle--—-"
“MW‘*“‘I-&“N“W
-muanm-ﬂtm
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"Shis denghter of ours in an office I" says Mre. Puryy, when
her husband has eubraced her, "Is it safe for womenY" "Is any place
. pafe for womn?” remarks Parry, “or ment"  “Iub," says Mrs. Paryy,
"being sway from home sll day with men on an equal planse--foesn's it
destroy something presioust IS all depends on the woman,” snswers
Parry. His maumer is strange; as 1f the sabjeet were s distastefnl
one: His wife looks at him ewriously. "This new ideal of Ethel's,
this Mrs. Boubelle-—-what's she 1ike" she asks., "What's she Liket"
repsats Parry iampatiently, w-l!hwdh-w-u;x-m
How @0 I kmow what she's 1llket" 98111 Shat curions look of dswming
MnhWIw mmm:««u
her,” comtimnes Parry to her unspoken question. "These women in |

business, they're everywherel--yon cen't escape theml "  He raises -

mwammumut.wmﬂﬁm
xnnm m-vmm-o:.-ummmm
with her?"  “Why," exelaims Mrs, Parry, "I haven't scoused you of
anythingl” BSut the intuition with which s wmen reads the man she
~loves has %old her what has happened. Her eyes £11) with tears of
snguish. Hechsnically, she begins $o mapack his suitease. She picks
up the Jewslry bex, opems it and Bees the glemming bracelet. It looks
insengruous on her matwonly wrist. She lmows it, though Parry wants
her to balieve it is for her. "Ohis was meant for semebody who is what
I was omce, young and besutiful.” Tragic with sorrow, she lsans
m&m-m "You are more besutifil than everil™
eries Parry pmitently, "And I love you mowel” She hands hin the
Mraselet and he flings 18, in helpless rage sad disgust, on the Tisex.
AS he peces the floewr, he kicks it from him vislously.

-13-




i T

M“nmm She is dressed for her dimmer

mmmw“
A MR Jast b S 5 young: WBlness Wotan” She dewleres.

M“oﬂ&““m;mm |
business men @0 your best work at s luschesn $sbls. e business

women work best at & dange." Paryy re "I foxbid
Jou to gok» "Oh, dsday,"” mmt“

fall on youl mm'h“'nltbnhttlhm
heartl”  he servamt enters %o serve them. They dismiss him and
 Maxy takes Parry in forgiving ubrase.
uth*lﬂalunahh-uiﬁhhm

lﬁt“d&lhmnﬂm-um
Gllbert’s tadle is next to Jake Leighton's. His chalr and Ethel's
are baek-to-back. Ethel surreptitiously reaches bask and grasps
@ldert's hand. -x-w-mm-mnm“ She
whispers jubilantly. Gildert's eyes fall on the bracelet on her
wrist. Startled anger is in kis eyes. He thrusts her hand from
M=, mmﬁnﬂ.mmmmm
it %o m | Daddy gave it fo mel” Resssured, Gildvert smiles,

reaches for her hand and kissew it.

In the Noutells dining roem, hq-nmtnunp
&t his beantiful wife with beyish adovation. "You've She bravess
7 -l4-




and best wife that ever livedil” he says, "Sharp as steel~-and as
truel” She shakes her hesd lightly, and olasps his hand over the
tabdle. Sy
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